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MADAM E ANNA TH I LLON. 


When Carl Maria Weber was in London, 
he was retiring one evening to his modest 








apartments in the city, overwhelmed by his 
sufferings both of body and mind, thinking 
of his beloved wife in Germany—of that 
wife who was to see him no more, a voice 
struck his ears, and restored him, as it 
were, tu 2 new existence. “ It is the voice 
of an angel!” he exclaimed, at the same 
time running towards the open window of a 
house, where a little girl, as fair indeed as a 
cherub, was singing with a pure accent one 
of the old national ballads of Scotland. ‘The 
child smiled at the enthusiast ; her delicate 
hands threw back the fine curls of hair that 
shaded her uncovered shoulders, and she 
opened her little arms to the stranger, who 
was repeating, ‘| You are an angel! you 
sing like the angels!’’ Weber, entering the 
house, had got the juvenile singer in his 
arms before he thought of apologising to 
her mother for the intrusion. But Mrs. 
Hunt, the mother of the little singer, be- 
longing to one of the aristocratic families 
of England, knew the glorious personage 
who had just placed the charming little 
creature upon his knees, and she was proud, 
indeed, of the unexpected visit of the great 
maestro. 





“ You ought, madame,” said he to the 
wother, “to be thaukful to God for the 
blessed gift he has imparted to your daugh- 
ter; you must cultivate it; a day must 
come when a thousand voices will welcome 
her; when thousands of hands will unite in 
applauding her, and show the truth of my 
prediction.” 

Mrs. Hunt received the warning with a 
haughty smile; her noble ancestors, the 
large fortune of her husband, and the luxury 
with which she was surrounded, could not 
allow her to consider as possible the ac- 
complishment of such a prophecy. Weber, 
in rapture, left little Anna and her mother ; 
he was to cull again the next day—and on 
the next day he did not call—for he was 
seated in heaven between Mozart and 
Gluck! 

Yet the dying ran was right; his words 
were to be realized! Fifteen years after, a 
young woman, fair as the child of the city, 
naive and graceful like her, and called by 
the sweet name of Anna, was singing at 
Clermont, in the rooms of Baron de Ba- 
rante, and Onslow repeating to her the very 
words of Weber, 


angels!” 


“ You sing like the 


Various reports about the young canta- 
trice were circulated and credited among 
the people of fashion. She was said to be 
the daughter of a rich merchant of London, 
whose wealth had disappeared in adven- 
turous and unlucky speculations ; that the 
loss of fortune had compelled her mother to 
leave England, and come over to France in 
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quest of a retirement for a humble living. 
These, and some other observations created 
a lively sensation at Clermont, and all aris- 
tocratic houses were opened to the fair 
Anna. 

Miss Hunt subsequently became Madame 
Thillon. She left the modest stage of 
Clermont for the theatre of Nantes, where, 
during two years, she met with the most 
flattering reception. She was on the point 
of leaving France for Italy, when M An- 
tenor Joly heard her, and hastened to make 
proposals, which were accepted, for an en- 
gagement at La Renaissance, in Paris, 
where she achieved a most decided triumph. 

The operas of “ Lady Melvil,” “ L’Eau 
Merveilleuse,” and ‘‘ La Charte Suzanne,” 
are in reality indebted to her for their ex- 
traordinary attraction; and she has given 
to ‘Lucia de Lammermoor ”’ the true and 
highly poetical colouring which belongs to 
the heroine of Walter Scott. 
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She has since been appreciated by the 
world and public in general, and has 
achieved that success and popularity both 
on the Continent and in England, that en- 
titles her to the name of “The English 
Prima Donna,” honestly verifying Weber’s 
prediction that ‘ she sung like an angel.” 

Alfred Bunn, Esq , has mace an engage- 
ment with her to appear at Drury-lane. 
The prolific pen and head of Balfe has 
been to work composing a new and original 
opera called “ The Enchantress,” for her 
to make her debut in, which is now playing 
at Drury-lane. J.S. 
May 14, 1845. 


THE DRAMA. 
—<@—— 
LYCEUM. 

Another new Burlesque has been brought 
forth at this house, from the pens and heads 
Messrs. Albert 
Smith and Taylor ; the one we are about to 
speak of is entitled “Cinderella” our old ac- 
quaintance meeting us again in the shape of 
a maid of all work in the establishment of 
the Baron Soldoff, a low German nobleman 
with small means and ambitious ends. The 
plot closely follows the tale ; the fun of the 
piece consisting inthe adaptation of the cur- 
rent parlance and fashionable slang of the 
day to the well remembered characters of 
our early favourite. 





of those fertile authors, 


There is an abundant stock of the allusions 

and phrases which make up the staple of 
burlesque, containing a sufficiency of points 
to enlist the favourable attention of the au- 
dience, and prevent it from flagging. The 
scenery and dresses were in the most classi- 
cal pantomimic style, and the tableaux highly 
effectve. Among the best were a ruined 
chateau and cemetery by moonlight, a grand 
procession of Prince Gerolstein’s hunting 
train, and the ball scene. The transforma- 
tion of the elvish equipage, provided by the 
benevolent fairy for Cinderella, from the 
pumkin drawn by mice, and driven by the 
rat, with attendant lizards on the footboard, 
into a splendid state carriage and four, 
with coachman in full blossomed wig, and 
footmen, was admirably managed ; the one 
set of forms feathering so lightly and easily 
into the other as still to seem the same, 
while you felt that they were different. 
One of the most prominent features of the 
piece, and which had by no means the least 
attraction for the audience, was the wreath- 
dance and the haymakers’ dance, by six- 
and-thirty diminutive votaries of Terpsi- 
chore, among whom we were glad to recog- 
nize, and see recognized, our favourites, 
Master Moss and Miss Frampton. It was 
full of gracetul combinations and natural 
beauty. Keeley and F. Matthews were ex- 
ceedingly droll, Mrs. Keeley was, as usual, 
full of animal spirits, jarchness, and life, 
as Cinderella; while the quarrelling scene 
of jealousy between Miss Fairbrother and \ 
Miss Villars was one of the best given in the 
whole performance. It would be unpar- 
donable to forget tonotice Wigan’s burlesque 
of Macready in Claude Melnotte, which was 
perfect. The piece went off with entire 
success. 








tae ote 


STRAND. 








This theatre was opened on Monday last 
by Mr. Hodges, with a good working com- 
pany. An abundant supply of entertain- 
ments is provided for the visitors, and the 
new pieces produced, as well as the new 
performers engaged, seemed to hold out a 
guarantee of the determination of the pre- 
sent conductors to carry on their enterprize 
with liberality and spirit. The first per- 
forance of the evening was a new piece, un- 
der the title of London at Night; a produc- 
tion formed upon the same model as Tom 
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and Jerry, which was so popular some years 
ago. It is intended to portray the some- 
what riotous pleasures which, amongst the 
more inconsiderate portion of our aspiring, 
youth obtain the designation of ‘London life’ 
It consists of a series of incidents arising 
out of the errors of two thoughtless, rather 
than vicious young men, and the prevention 
of any serious consequences, chiefly through 
the instrumentality of an eccentric sort of 
genius, personated by Mr. H. Hall. The 
youths are finally reclaimed, and the termi- 
nation crowns the happiness of all. The 
principal performers, in addition to Mr.Hall, 
whose humorous vulgarisms vastly amused 
the audience, were Mr. J. Webster, Mr. H. 
Lee, Mr. R. Younge, Miss H. Walcot, and 
Miss Hamilton, In the course of the piece 
were presented a variety of new scenes, 
some of which, particularly Temple-bar by 
gas-light, and St. Paul’s by moonlight, are 
not ordinarily surpassed, in taste of design 
or excellence of etfect, by houses of higher 
pretensions, and more ample resources. 
‘This was followed by an entertainment ap- 
propriately denominated an extravaganza,in 
which the whole strength of the company 
was employed; and all exerted themselves 
strenuously to earn the applause which was 
awarded them. 

The perforr tances concluded with a farce, 
in which Miss H. Walcot, with much versa- 
tility, performed four different characters, 
and thus sustained the principal weight of 
the piece, 

ST. JAMES’S. 

SormeEs Mystertuses,—These enter- 
tainments commenced on Tuesday night at 
the St, James’s Theatre. We are indebted 
to the Morning Chronicle for a sketch of the 
extraordinary performances of M. Philippe. 
who is, barring his personal appearance, 
equivalent to the graceful Herr Dobler. 

‘* There was an orange tree, which pro- 
duced its fruit at the firing of a pistol; a 
harlequin, a foot in height, who, in obe- 
dience to his master’s orders, jumped in 
and out of a box, smoked his pipe, and 
accompanied the orchestra upon a whistle ; 
sundry Tom Thumb-sized confectioners, 
who, upon the bidding of the audience, 
made their appearance at the door of a 
shop, a foot in height, with baskets of bon 
bons for the ladies, and glasses of liqueurs 





for the gentlemen; there was coffee pro- 
duced, savoury and smoking, from grains 
apparently untouched by moisture; sugar 
made out of aniseed, and cream produced 
from beans. These tricks, however, were 
all performed, so far as we could judge, by 
the help of mechanical apparatus. There 
were others, with respect to the modus ope- 
randi, of which we confess ourselves utterly 
in the dark. From a handkerchief supplied 
by one of the audience, M. Phillippe pro- 
duced the most extraordinary assortment of 
articles ever contained within an unwonted 
depository, since the purchaser of Peter 
Schlemil’s shadow developed the richness 
of his breeches’ pocket. First, sweetmeats 
without end came pouring from the ban- 
danna as from a cornucopia; and then was 
produced a mass of tiny flags, which were 
distributed among the audience, in num- 
bers which set calculation at defiance. 
Hats, gin the hands of M. Phillipe, were as 
prolific as handkerchiefs. From that of 
one of our friends he extracted a mass of 
extraordinary odds and ends which we cer- 
tainly never believed the hat in question 
was generally turned into a magazine for— 
while from another castor was showered a 
storm of feathers which would have stuffed 
feather beds and bolsters for half a gene- 
ration. 

Let us mention the last of M. Phillipe’s 
feats. Mounting upon a little platform— 
certainly unconnected with the stage— 
girding himself with a flowing garment, 
ha'f robe, half apron, then dancing and 
stamping to prove that he carried nothing 
fragile or tender about him—M. Phillippe 
now produced, one after another, from 
under his conjuring raiment, half a dozen 
crystal bowls filled with water to the brim, 
and alive with gold fish—then goose after 
goose—duck after duck—bantam after 
gamecock—in short, a perfect farm-yard 
colony—and all alive and merry, cackling, 
and crowing, and quacking as though de- 
termined to make their debut upon the 
boards as brilliant as might be. This feat 
was hailed with loud applause, 

Let us not omit a word or two in praise 
of M. Phillipe’s ease and quiet dexterity of 
manner and manipulation. He acts as well 
as conjures—kecps up the full in‘erest of 
the audience by stimulating blund rs—and 
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amuses as well as pleases by his picquant 
French-English, and naive bonhommie. M. 
Phillippe is most certainly the crack con- 
juror of the day, and we cordially recom- 
mend his entertainment to all lovers of the 
funny and the marvellous. 

SADLER’S WELLS. 

This theatre opened for the season on 
Monday. The whole of the interior has 
undergone a thorough cleansing, and is 
now as beautifully decorated as any theatre 
in the metropolis. The play was “ Henry 
the Eighth.” in which Messrs, Phelps, G. 
Bennett, Marston, Mrs. Warner, and a host 
of new faces appeared. Mr. Phelps, as the 
Cardinal, appeared to great advantage, and 
was greeted with three distinct rounds of 
applause at the conclusion; and Mrs. 
Warner, as Queen Catherine, played in her 
usual energetic stile, and was most favour- 
ably received. The other characters were 
very respectably represented, and we feel 
much pleasure in noticing a most decided 
improvement in the acting of Mr. Morton, 
who played Buckingham in a most creditable 
manner. The play is well put upon the 
stage, and seemed to give great pleasare to 
a full and respectable audience. A new 
Chinese burlesque was produced for the 
tirst time, written by Mr. Greenwood, called 
““ Fi— Fi—.” All the principal incidents 
of the day are very humorously touched 
upon, and the parodies are very good. Se- 
veral were encored. One sung by Miss 
Lebatt is a decided hit; it is a parody upon 
Harrison’s song, “ We may be happy yet,” 
from “‘ The Daughter of St. Mark.” This 
lady does ample justice to the music; in- 
deed, we never heard it so sweetly given 
before. Mr. Mellon, a comedian of recent 
popularity, made his first appearance, and 
was favourably received. The scenery by 
Fenton is well painted and appropriate, 
and the dresses costly. Mr. Montgomery, 
the leader of the orchestra, has composed 
some pretty music, but we should like to 
see him better supported. The band is too 
scanty for so respectable an establishment. 

PRINCESS’S 

This theatre has been well attended during 
the week. Miss Cushman’s Lady Macbeth, 
with all this lady’s faults, is perhaps 
the best now onthe stage. Great attention 
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is paid by the management to the dancing 
department of this house, and they have 
certainly an excellent corps de ballet, the 
principal supporters of which, Miss Ballin 
and Miss Marshall, judging by the bouquets 
showered upon them at every succeeding 
representation. are becoming great favour- 
ites. In a new ballet, which is very short 
and very pretty, Miss Ballin played Spring. 
The plots here are by no means so inextri- 
cable as at the larger houses. An old gene 
tleman, with peasants and woodcutters, re- 
presents Winter; and the scene shifts, and 
Spring is ushered in with a very good paint- 
ing in the background and a band of sylphs 
and zephyrs in front, who go through their 
dances with all the joyousness of the season. 
The whole story is then told; there isno love 
making in dumb show, but some excellent 
dancing, nevertheless, with which the audi- 
ence were greatly delighted, and which bids 
fair to rival in a short time the more com- 
plicated ballets of the larger houses. 

A new farce, in which Mr. W. Lacey 
stands very prominent, entitled Love in 
Livery, is likely to become a stock piece, 

VAUXHALL. 


Little did we ever anticipate this re- 
nowned place of amusement would ever be 
the scene again of such amusements as are 
here to be witnessed; judging from what we 
saw on Monday night, it surpassed anything 
of the kind ever before witnessed in this 
country. The present proprietor of the 
grounds, Mr. Robert Wardell, has most 
successfully taken a lesson from the example 
of another public character in yielding to 
the spirit of the age, and so far as availing 
himself of all the modern improvements, 
and of every novelty in scenery, decoration, 
and dramatic effect, he has not scorned to 
take a lesson from those in opposition,where 
he finds it may turn out useful or profitable. 

In every department very strenuous exer- 
tions have been made to merit the support 
of a “discerning public,” and it is but just 
to say that great liberality of expenditure is 
evident from all the decorations and arrange- 
ments. The illuminations, which formed 
so attractive a feature in former days, have 
been revived in all their original splendour ; 
the ball-room has been fitted up as a 
Turkish Saloon ; there is a magnificient dio- 
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ramic Chinese view of the “golden temple 
of Honan;’’ the Italian walk has been re- 
stored; the Rotunda Theatre rejoices ina 
ballet, and the musical arrangements, both 
vocal and orchestral, reflect great credit on 
the management. 

The proprietor—-wise n his generation — 
has abandoned the errors of his predecessors; 
he has revised his tariff, and we have reason 
to hope that a “Vauxhall slice” will become 
an historical reminiscence, instead of being 
“a mockery, a delusion, and a snare.” 

ASTLEY’S. 

An entirely new piece, written by Mr. 
Moncreiff, was produced here on; Monday, 
entitled the Godolphin Arabian, or the Race- 
horse of ihe Desert, founded on Eugene Sue’s 
well-known romance of “L’ Arabian Godol- 
phin, cu ’ Histoire d’un Cheval.” A better 
subject for production at this theatre could 
scarcely have been selected. It would, 
however, be unjust not to notice, as espe- 
cially deserving of commendation the scenery 
and music. The latter inciuded several 
exquisite passages from Felicien David’s 
late magnificent production, while the for- 
mer comprised some interesting views of 
the Desert at sunset, with'the ruins of Pal- 
myra, and at sunrise with a scene on the 
sacred waters of Zimzin, and also of the 
palaces of the Pacha, and of Versailles, with 
a fountain of real water. The acting in 
this drama is very good; the female characters 
are worthy of notice, particularly one played 
by Mrs. Ismay, who is a very clever actress 
and is becoming a decided favourite. 

Another attractive portion of the enter- 
tainments consisted in the feats of M. Tour- 
naire’s troop of French equestrians, who 
made their first appearance on the occasion. 
The performances of several of these artists 
were extremely interesting, and excited uni- 
versal The house has been 
crowded every evening, 

SURREY. 


The attraction of the week here has been 
a new three act drama from the pen of Mr. 
Fox Coorer, called the Old Fleete Prison; 
or, the Widow and her Suitors. We will not 
attempt to describe the plot of this some- 
what singular production, in fact, such a 
task could not be easily accomplished, All 
the principal ‘actors of this establishment 


admiration. 
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are engaged in it; Mr. H. Hughes and Mr. 
Fredericks sustained their characters, as 
the good and bad brothers, alternately 
thrown into prison, with considerable effect. 
Mr. Neville also supported the character of 
Major Gascon, a braggart, with great ability. 

Great care has been observed in the get- 
ting up of the piece, and the scenery is 
splendid throughout; especially a scene 
representing Frost Fair on the Thames, and 
a Moonlight view of the Temple Gardens. 
Some extraordinary athletic feats are per- 
formed by Mr. Canfield, the ‘*American 
Samson ;”’ which would seem to be incredi- 
ble had we not witnessed them. 





MEMORANDA. 
Sunpay, May 18.—Trinity Sunday. 
Monpay, 19,--J. T. Haines died, 1843. 
TuEspay, 20.—Bonner died, 1793. 
WEDNESDAY, 21.--“ Patter v. Clatter,” by 
Charles Mathews, played first time 1838, 
Tuurspay, 22.—Trinity Term begins. 
Fripay, 23.--“ Woman’s Wit,” by Sheri- 
dan Knowles, produced at Covent Garden, 
1838, then under the direction of Mr. 
Macready. 


Saturpay, 24.—Queen Victoria born, 1819. 
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BALFE’S NEW OPERA AT DRURY 
LANE. 

On Wednesday evening Balfe’s long- 
looked-for opera, “‘ The Finchantress,” was 
produced. This gentleman has become so 
popular from his former productions, that 
the house presented a most brilliant ap- 
pearance long before the rising of the curtain. 
A prologue in music was first introduced, 
which has in it a very beautiful chorus; in 
other respects there is nothing particularly 
striking. The plot of the piece is very in- 
telligible, but we must defer giving it, not 
having space sufficient to go into such pare 
ticulars. The chorusses for the most part 
are very effective, and several met with an 
encore. Some of the solos will become fa- 
vorites, particularly one sung by Madame 
Thillon, beginning “ A youthful knight, 
whose hopes were bent.” This was given 
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in so exquisite a manner that the audience 
would not be content without a repitition, 
indeed, every time it was given she improved 
so much that the audience were so enrap- 
tured that it was sung no Jess than four times, 
Harrison met with an encore, but he has no 
air equal to “ We may be happy yet.” A 
solo at the conclusion by Borrani met with 
an encore; it was most deliciously given. 
Madame Thillon, is all in the opera, both 
her singing and acting is really surprising. 
The opera is too long; it was perfectly suc- 
cessful and may be considered the master- 
piece of the composer. 


MADAME ANNA THILLON. 
TO THE EDITOR. 
Sir,—Having seen in some papers of this 
day that Iam daughter of Mr. Hunt, the 
vocalist, who went to America,—may I beg 
you will be good enough to say that I am 
not in any way related to that gentleman, or 
any branch of his family; and that I never 
was at Boulogne until last week. 
I have the honor to be, Sir, 
Your obliged, &c, 
Nelson’s Hotel, ANNA THILLON, 
Great Portland-st. May 11, 1845. 


THE BRITISH STAGE. 
To purge the heart, to elevate the mind, 
Exalt the soul, create a taste refin’d; 
To try and cheer the dismal scenes of life, 
And warn mankind to shun the path of 
strife ; 
To bid the breast with throbbing goodness 
burn, 
Or teach the heart ignoble deeds to spurn— 
Was long the Drama’s object; and its aim 
This to promote, has still remain’d the same. 








What heart so sear’d, so obdurate, or cold, 

That can, unmov’d, the orphan’s tear behold; 

With smiles survey, what is to virtue dear— 

The patient suff'rings of a soul sincere ; 

Or the sad page of misery peruse, 

And yet the sigh of sympathy refuse ? 

If such there be, the Muse would briefly 
say, 

Their frozen judgment shall not daunt her 
lay ; 

Such callous souls no gen’rous passions know 

Within such breasts no softer feelings flow. 


How stood the stage in those enlighten’ddays 
Of ancient Greece, when learning’s golden 
rays 





Unrivall’d shone, and ev'ry mental grace 
Adorn’d the souls of that exalted race,— 
When Valour, Wisdom, Liberty, gave birth 
To Virtue, Goodness, Genius, and Worth,— 
When Excellence alone could Honor find, 
And noble actions dignified mankind ? 
‘Twas then— “when Learning triumph’d 
o’er her foes--” 
The ancient Stage from infancy arose ; 
By Wisdom nurtur’d, it sublimely grew, 
From soul to soul its magic influence flew ; 
Enraptur’d Greece beheld it with delight, 
And hail’d with joy the new created light ; 
Approving Virtue saw its pow’r increase, 
And bid the envious taunts of slander cease ; 
Progressing still, the Stage alike became 
The path of Honor, and the road to Fame. 


And tho’ Degeneration’s baneful sting 

Has piere’d, in venom’d sport, the Muse’s 
wing,— 

The time shall come when Prejudice no 
more 

Shall scorn her precepts, nor her reign de- 
plore,— 

When nought that’s earthly shall impede 
her flight, 

Obstruct her course, or disregard her might, 

When, as at first, the Tragic Muse shall raise, 

From ev'ry voice, the grateful meed of praise; 

Within each breast her dictates shall in- 
spire 

Complacent joy and energetic fire ; 

Her strains of melody shall melt each soul, 

Each mind shall vanquish, and each heart 
control ; 

Whilst Candour--Truth, unbiass’d, shall 
defend 

The Stage from Censure, and its cause 
befriend. C. W. Jones, 





LINES ON THE DEATH OF 
THOMAS HOOD, Esq. 
At length ’tis past ; the fatal moment’s come, 
And Hood! rests silent in his narrow tomb. 
Mourn, Momus, mourn, the Prince of Pun- 
ster’s fled, 
Who thro’ the world his humorous strains 
have spread ; 
How many have, from his inspiring lays, 
Scared the inveterate Blues to brighter rays. 
His wit and satire did above all others 
soar, 
Mix’d up with Punch, has made the table 
roar ; 





But Tom, 
Thy Annu 
thee. 
Thou wa: 

fraugh 
The blaz 
But whe 
Seizes ul 
A gratefi 
Proving 
Thus die 
Beloved 

May 1 





Mr. I 
monials 
the sens 
place th 
this gre 
all mu: 
Queen 
the init 
in diar 
GLE! 
season 
excelle 
Fitzwil 
The 
wards | 
betwee 
Mr. 
cessor 
Garde: 

TH 
of car 
the fo 
year, 
numb‘ 
twelve 
year, 
weeks 
as day 
also. 
of the 
the ki 
give s 
the T 
to m 
eight 
ders « 
and t 
five | 
the y 
two 

vice ; 
wors 

Ce 
lity s 
lishn 
befor 





ce 
yirth 
h,— 
nd, 


ph'd 


ise’s 
> no 

de- 
ede 
ght, 
lise, 


Lise; 
in- 


oul, 
eart 


hall 


use 


ible 








THE THEATRICAL JOURNAL. 159 


But Tom, thy name immortalised shall be, 

ThyAnnuals and thy Mags will ever live with 
thee. 

Thou was’t with every science accurately 
fraught, 

The blaze of genius and the burst of thought. 

But when the stern relentless hand of Fate 

Seizes unsuspectingly the good or great, 

A grateful tear in tenderness will start, 

Proving the deep affiiction of the heart. 

Thus died Tom Hood, a parent and a friend» 

Beloved by all—respected to the end. 
May 10, 1845. J.S Dyer. 


CHIT-CHAT. * 

Mr. Lumtey.—Among the many testi- 
monials received by Mr. Lumley, marking 
the sense of the elite on his exertions to 
place the Italian Opera on a footing worthy 
this great metropolis, the most gratifying of 
all must be a splendid present from the 
Queen Dowager,—an antique gold box, with 
the initials of her own name, splendidly set 
in diamonds. 

GiEeE Cius.—The last meeting of the 
season took place on Saturday last. Some 
excellent songs were given by T. Cooke, 
Fitzwilliam, and Charles Taylor. 

The Watermen’s Company carried up- 
wards of 27,000 passengers, on Sunday last, 
between Greenwich, Woolwich, and London. 

Mr. Widdicomb has been appointed suc- 
cessor to the famous Simpson, at Vauxhall 
Gardens. 

Tue Puttosopny or Carps.—A pack 
of cards may be compared to an almanac: 
the four suits are the four quarters of the 
year, thirteen in every suit intimating the 
number of weeks in each quarter. The 
twelve court-cards are the months of the 
year, the fifty-two cards the nnmber of 
weeks, and there are as many pips on them 
as days. A pack of cards have their moral 
also. The King and Queen reminds one 
of the allegiance due to our sovereigns; 
the knave to shun all practices tending to 
give such a title ; the ten reminds one of 
the Ten Commandments; the nine brings 
to mind the nine muses; the eight the 
eight altitudes ; the seven the seven won- 
ders of the world; the six to work six days 
and to keep holy the seventh; the five the 
five sensés; the four the four seasons of 
the year; the three the three graces; the 
two the contrary principles of virtue and 
vice; and the ace but one in number, to 
worship but one God. 

Cooke’s Equestrian Circus.—A fata- 
lity seems destined to attend this estab- 
lishment, which has just been brought 
before the public in connexion with the 














tragic catastrophe at Yarmouth. A few 
years since, it will be recollected, Mr.Cooke, 
sen., lost his valuable horses, theatrical pro- 
perties, &c. by fire, in the United States, 
and subsequently experienced a disastrous 
loss in Ireland. In the early part of the 
present year, the circus belonging to Mr. 
W. Cooke was torn down by a violent gust 
ot wind, just before the performance, at 
Hackney, by which Mrs. Isbitter and her 
nephew lost their lives, and many visitors 
narrowly escaped serious injury. Mr. Cooke 
has closed the circus at Yarmouth. 

We hear Covent Garden Theatre is to be 
cleared by the beginning of June, to make 
ready for the company of German opera 
singers, which will continue till about Sep- 
tember, after which, Jullien will open it for 
the promenade concerts till Christmas, 
and Mr. Laurent will again try it with the 
legitimate drama, 

Mr. H. Russell gave an entertainment at 
the Mechanics’ institution on Saturday last, 
and we regret to say the attendance was in 
no way so numerous as his genius deserved. 
He feelingly alluded to more than one pre- 
tender, who at this time are going about 
the metropolis robbing him of his fair fame; 
he also hinted his determination of again 
visiting America. 

The ancient Irish had their musical modes 
corresponding in some respects to those of 
the ancients. Ist. the Luinneach, like the 
Phrygian, was of a lively and exciting cha- 
racter, a compound of Phrygian and the 
Dorian, 2nd. The Geantraicht, of a softer 
and soothing character, used in love songs, 
like the Lydians. 3rd, The Suantriacht 
for composing the mind to rest, and indu- 
cing sleep after the toils of the chase, war, 
or study similiar to that which prevailed 
the Pythagoreans. 

Mrs. A. Suaw has recently lost her father, 
Mr. Postan, which has prevented her from 
singing at several concerts for which she had 
been engaged. 

Mr. Joun Parry’s new songs consist of 
a Neapolitan romance, taken from the opera 
of ‘* Massaniello,” and a “touch at the 
times,” denominated “ Young England,” 
both written expressly for him by Albert 
Smith. 

Mr. Latour, the once fashion¢ ble piano- 
forte composer and teacher, died lately in 

Paris at an advanced age; he was pianist to 
the Prince Regent, afterwards George the 
Fourth, for many years. 
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York.—Mr. Pritchard’s career of success 
is uninterrupted. We observe that he is 
playing Gilbert A’ Beckett’s admirable bur- 
lesque of “ The Forty Thieves.” 

EpinsurcGu.—Murray closed the theatre 
The 
doggrel, however, contained a graceful com- 
pliment to Miss Helen Faucit, and a touch- 
ing allusion to the late Mrs. Henry Siddons, 
which redeemed the otherwise twaddling 
rhyme. 


with one of his usually bad addresses. 





THINGS THAT ARE NOT TRUE. 

It is not true that Covent Garden Theatre 
was ever better attended than it has been 
during the Free-Trade Bazaar--but it is 
true there never was so much property in 
the theatre at any one time as at present. 

It is not true that the fountains in Tra- 
falgar-square are equal to those in the 
Boulevards, at Paris--but it is true the 
Queen was so much disappointed when first 
she saw them, that an immediate alteration 
has been made very much for the better. 

It is not true that old Vauxhall Gardens 
are built upon--but it is true that they are 
more splendid than ever, from the number 
of beautiful females who display their ele- 
gant persons at the Gardens nightly. 

It is not true that Hungerford Bridge will 
feast the appetite--but it is true that per- 
sons may be seen onit daily losing their ap- 
petites by devouring many of the good 
things the Market abounds in. 

It is not true that theatrical performances 
are on the decline--but it is true that there 
are 16 Theatres open nightly, and about 
20 Saloon, where concerts are held. 





To Correspondents. 

W. J.--We must decline giving insertion 
to such a document. 

M. E.—Mr. Strickland is certainly a very 
striking actor; Mr. F. Matthews is in a 
different line, and his acting in the bur- 
lesques capital. 

A Susscriser.—Mr. Sapio must be sixty 
years of age, no doubt. 

J.J. J.--We do not know for a certainty, 
but we think the young lady is still in her 
teens. 





51 and 52, Paternoster Row. 


THE THEATRICAL JOURNAL. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 
———~<>— 
FREE TRADE. 


ATIONAL ANTI-CORN. 
LAW BAZAAR.—The Council of the League 
have determined to held a 
BAZAAR, 
in the THEATRE Roya, Covenr GARDEN, on 
Thursday, the 8th May, and the following days. 

It has been undertaken by the Council in com. 
pliance with the wishes of a number of ladies of 
the highest respectability, who have deemed it the 
most appropriate method of expressing their sym- 
pathy witb the objects of the League, and their ap- 
proval of its proceedings ; and who, in furjherance 
of their views, have formed a committee consisting 
of 1,000 ladies. 

The BAZAAR was OPENED for EXHIBITION 
on TuHuRspay, Fribay, and Sarurpay, the 8th, 
9th, and 10th of May, and the 

SALE OF ARTICLES 
will comm-nce on Monpay, the 12th. 

The pit of the theatre will be boarded over, and 
the interior converted into one vast 

GOTHIC HALL. 

The saloon will be devoted to the exhibition of 
articles of taste and vertu, and specimens and mo- 
dels illustrative of the progress of the arts and 
sciences, 

Many of the larga manufacturing towns having 
intimated their intention of furnishing their stalls 
with articles of their staple manufacture, such con- 
tributions will not be removed at the period of sale, 
but will REMAIN ON VIEW 
till the close of the Bazaar. 

Contributions may be forwarded, addressed to 
George Wilson, Esq. at the Theatre Royal, Covent 
Garden, London, where a:l the requisite arrange- 
ments are made for their reception. 

The Council are completing arrangements for 
placing SPECIAL TRAINS 
on all the principal lines of railway, to convey per- 
sons desirous of visiting the Bazaar to London 

AT A REDUCED CHARGE. 
By order of the Council, 
GEORGE WILSON, Chairman. 
London, Covent Garden Theatre, Apri] 26, 1845. 





IN EIGHT LESSONS. 
RITING, BOOK-KEEPING, 
&c.—Persons of any age, however bad their 

writing, may ir: Eight Lessons, acquire permanently 
an elegant and flowing style of Penmanship, adapt- 
ed either to professional pursuits or private corre- 
spondence. Arithmetic on a method requiring only 
one third the time and mental labour usually re- 
quisite. Book-keeping as practised in the Govern- 
ment, banking, and merchants’ offices, Short-hand, 
& 7 


c. 

Apply to Mr. Smart, at the Institution, 7, New 
Street, Covent Garden, leading to St. Martin’s Lane. 

‘**Under such instructors as Mr. SMART, penman- 
ship has been reduced toa science, and the acquisi- 
tion otf what is called a ‘ good hand,’ rendered but 
the “labour of an hour !”— Polytechnic Jourual. 

‘* We advise all bad writers to apply to Mr. Smart, 
who will speedily render them accomplished in the 
Calligraphic Science.”— The Evening Star. 

“Mr. Smart’s mode of teaching is a vast im- 
provement upon any former system which hascome 
under our inspection.”—London Journal of Com 
merce. 





Dramatic and Musical Works for review, and 
communications of every kind, for the Editor, 
to be addressed to the Publisher, (post-paid) 
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